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t  H  XfTER  V. 

■  .X  V  \XQri«H  LOT*. 

morning  Mr  Brent  reewfired 
- ii  in  Australia,  announo- 

i  returning  to  England  for 
TIi-  p  m* >n  <>f  thi*  i>-turn  the 
inrni'h.  The  son  amid  he 
wuM  think  him  very 
«:r*  i>nuging  him  home,  mud 
ii-  -matter— k»ve  umlar 
.  unotaiM-em.  He  ha<i  fallen 
i  pi-tun*'  Hi-  ha/I  Mien  the 
1  »ti'W  fait*  had  improMKl 
.  iv mg  lore  of  any  woman 
n  rtained  that  the  original 
til v  livitl.  and  wa«  English, 
—  or  a  prinraw.  whi«h  well 
it  a  _irl  of  hi.**  own  rank  in 
•  i  mined  to  find  her 
--nr»*  ler  for  himself.  The 
m  very  ingenuous  language, 
i(  |-.ip*nt  .-d •surdity  of  the 
„  i . , it  -.  t.-*fi:i_:  tint  the  j>aa- . 

it  ii*  !  deep,  and  that  nothing 
v  Hpi  realization  or  nlMoluts 
.  l  l*.-»'n*-s-. 

•  \t  .1-  a  good  nature*?  man  and 

h”  'hook  hri  ln«d  and 
•**ti  -  folly.  Ix-iiig  :»  sage  him- 
wnit.  a  land  reply,  saying 
ltd  I*-  always  w.  |pmie  home 
.  vahl  -  kireiunateagc-*.  and 
in.i'f  <-**iif«-«  th  •  eX|»-Ution 
«iM.  v.  t  hr  well  knew  that  i-j 
-  '  tin*  affair  his  son  would 
.  •*  own  good  -.-use .  and  bis 

♦  Ii.  r» •tor  said,  as  he  sealed 

in  .  *1-  .  "I  think  lieforePer- 

i,  i  ii  el  U*tui  liave  my  af- 
I  It  -  i i  said,  and  its  he  spoke 

r  own  liken* tvs  in  the  ehimney 
n.  :  u<-k  him.  "IVar  me,” 

1  n»U't  i**t  *«ne  new  tretb!" 
of Iiviftg  hail  told  u(ion 
in-  in  *  hanisni;  and  now  re- 
1, ••  was  aUtut  to  marry,  be 
•At  -ii  Ii  times  we  refumishr 
iik  oi  »  man  refurnishing  his 
o  i  inii'liiiig  bis  mouth!  If  I 
.  nett  timing  table,  I,  ought  to 
'i  th  t*>  useaLitv  IV'sitke — " 

1 1  'Ii  .lass.  "Yes,”  he  said, 
i  I,  i"'  at  nil  prvjiossessing.'’ 

,  n.  uni  this  time  by  the  power 

•  v.  whir.'  t.s'th  in  the  vacant 
i  •  i *  * 1 1* •»  of  it,”  he  murmured; 

*  r**v»*m**nt!" 

,  ii.-.  instead  of  making  a  pro 

•  t*c  to  the  lively  widow,  he 

i  v  e:it  town,  where  a  notable 
•  i,  and  here  he  had  his  jaws 

I  a  plan  >>f  the  projected  im- 

ii  nil  *>ut.  The  dentist  was  a 

1  w  hen  he  ascertained  whence 
he  had  all  sorts  of  questions 
t  'ii-.  jn-ople  in  the  neighhor- 
-iori«*s  to  tell,  and  gossip- to 
in  it  tie  r^tor.  perched  in 
ha  .  lmghed  an»l  chirruped. 

•  •  ana  e  -  *f  enjoyment  Short* 

v."  sal- 1  t*i*>  dentist,  pausing  a 
1  ’it*'  of  his  tools  in  his  hand. 

-  Tcmnle  -••ttled  in  Kettlewell 

•  !  >vnr‘”  r 

<  w  that  a  faint  blush  shot 
.  a-.  Is*  answered  “Yea.” 

1 1 ..*•  woman,”  the  dentist  con- 
ing  ins  task,  while  with  a  med- 
-ffliel  to  contemplate  bygone 
t  v  niii.ii  feuhle  woman* 

i  remarkable  woman,”  the 
•  ietermined  to  add  an  adverb 
-  uliar  case. 

:•  rsx."  said  the  dentist, 
in'  the  rector  rejoined,  still 
’  at  ion  principle. 

.  ta  and  figure!"  the  operator 


it  fa 


»*  and  figure!”  repeated  the 
*•  retrain  from  rubbing  his 

The  dentist  remarked,  in 

ried  the  rector,  in  tones 
I  don't  see  that.  She  is 
..  and  sprightly;  but  still 

i  1  at  forty-five.” 
it- Red  the  dentist,  not  hav- 

rvt  vv*  *#■*  1. 

i*  *-  ;»;  *1  tlu*  rector',  l***ldly 


m  •  lik**ly."  fli  •  blunt  den- 
i»  intent  on  his  too!,  whii-h  was 

•  criisl  Ifrefor  Brent;  “you 
•**-*  n.*  .  •  i  \V\*  don't  know 

i »  mptber  does  not  live  with 

•I,  Barbara,  T*mph*  is  herself 
at  the  -nine  time  I  am  not 

i  •  r  mother.”  the  dentist  an- 

•  lady  ls  seventy  }*arsof  age^ 

Ii  great  unconcern,  he  ad- 

•  luithcr  measurement  of 
•ip  mouth,  and  observing  hi» 

•it  slid,  reassuringly : 

■  -  •  1  am  not  going  to  take 

.  waved  him  away.  80 
movements  that  for  a 

•  ■  need  tiiat  he  might  have 
i  n  r  implements  in  th*- 

•  Hi  b  implement,  having 

wallowed,  was,  from 
2  material  and  unusual 
to  nature  in  one  or 

•  •  -  w  1  ri  t  raverse  the  human 

"  -av,"  said  the  astounde  I 
"that  Mrs  Barliara  Tern 
fine  daughter*— 

■ 

•  oi  those  yming  ladies  was 

•  replied,  little  thinking  bow 

•  ->  Is.  “I  made  a  front 

1  Tempi* — not  Mrs.  Temple 

viv*  a  remarkably  handmftn* 
v*  r  forty— just  a  tint  of 
!  '  as  not  surprised  wbcu  I 
•'i  n!T#»-.  that  young  tap* 

n:g  to  marry  lier.  But  I 

•  -  l  wIh'U  1  heard  suhee- 
-  w  i'-  w  i.  going  to  present 

i  when  I  heard  tlutt  this 
i  I  v  a  M*ttiul,  and  Ihut  by 
I  •  **:i few,  surprised  not  a 

was  onlv  nhnut  two  and- 
'  i  i  i-d  the  s*a-ond  time,* 
unable  to  credit  what  he 

'Ii*1  d*ntist  sc  id.  laughing. 
Mr-  Barlmra  Temple  as  a 
"*d  f*»ity  years  at  tl»e  l**ast. 

'  *  TliPfiigh  some  half  audi- 

ii  1  remcinbU*  her  jilting  a 

J 

;  usl^  leaping  from  the 
n^tinst  luu id  till  the 
■  *  v  Is-iieve  anything  in 
I  -'Tin  three  ilWs  a»i 
N«ithing  is  to  be 

•  .*-  nor  th*'  human  rea- 

■.  live!  jil'ed  a  mat 
;*M  t.i’sdy-flve!  Why, 

•  the  French  Revolu- 
• »  • i ,  bow  very  but  it  has  be- 

♦  it  rvant  and  a  student 

remarked  that  nature 
"  »  w.  nkly  sort  of  brain, 
mail  las  r  will  lemud- 
iv  •!*«*h  that  by  no  mean* 
-*  netiim-s  turn  out  a 
r  net  tle-'his-k  of  strange 
IC.s  tor  Brent  was  for 
■  di.it  ufteruoufL  The 

•  t*  I  h  ad.  It  is  true 
r.  hiit  his  reason 

1  n-A  his  right  hand 
i  I  was  prepared  to 
While  his  mind 
tlnr  whirled  round 
'in  an  ii  fttunmal  storm, 
i  .ml  something  must  be 

*  thing  it  w^as  which  he 


V 


»»  lad\  hail  no*  mail**  any  statement  k-r 

«*«l*hriv  PMDy  r^olvedWhThadSfS 

pn^sM-  to  the  w  idow,  mini  awared  u  K*,  k— i 

***  kn*'w  h“  >n^nt4oo  and  fav! 
orahly  rvganled  it.  he  quite  forvot  in 
burr,  of  mind  Of  ho  hi  ** 

|  hor  to  th*  j.ouirv  ,  hlnni 

lhat  l~*™**r  pan  in  tK 
But  this  is  leaping  from  *  haj.ter  to  chapter 

nr^  JT  s,n,P,.v  mark  our 

parson  stepping  out  of  his  carriage  at  Mra 
Barbara  TetnpJe-,  door  His  breath  u.  hur¬ 
ried.  h  is*  fa»s-  hi  red.  his  manner  is  disordered. 

Wn‘  thal  ,hw  outward 
marks  „f  *<a.fush«i  ami  annoyance  coovey 
onlv  a  very  iimdisjuate  pwiun  of  the  state  oi 
h,s  reaianng  fa.-ulti«a.  Thrwe  were,  indeed, 
hi  that  state  of  not  and  darkne*  which  ii 

£PST  “  pn-liniitary 

chapter  vl 

th*  rkitor’s  fall. 

Stick,  gloves  ami  hat  all  held  in  one  hand 
th  •  other  hand  already  raised  f<«-  the 
imucrment  of  his  speech,  so  the  iierturbed 
yhrgyman  broke  into  Mm.  Barbara  Temple’s 
drawing  mom.  He  saw  what  might  have 
calmed  hi  -  mind.  The  three  girls  were  stand- 
mg  in  n  gnaip  admiring  a  drawing  which 
Sitiyl  has  just  l»*en  buying,  and  their  mother 
was  dtepin  a  novel.  The  girls  looked  up, 
an.l  as  th-  merry  rector  was  a  favorite  in  the 
bouse  each  fair  face  turned  to  smikw  at  sight 
of  him.  Such  rays  >Ught  to  have  melted  the 
angry  man  into  kindness;  but  no  influence 
kind  nr  stem,  could  have  quieted  him  just 
then. 

"Young  ladies,"  he  said,  abruptly,  addrvm- 
ing  the  graceful  three,  “my  busims*  ig  with 
your  ir  other— alone  " 

2  his  odd  intimation,  conswlering  the  ex- 
Citerl  n  anner  in  which  he  made  it.  meant, 
they  thought,  one  thing  only.  Lightly  they 
vanished  from  the  room,  but  even  in  going 
they  glan*  cd  significantly  at  each  other;  for 
the  subject  was  so  interesting  that  they  could 
not  delay  an  exchange  of  ideas  even  till  they 
got  outside  the  door.  The  rector  was  going 
to  propose  to  mamma! . 

Mamma  thought  so,  too!  She  was  not  often 
dec*  ived,  either  by  her  eyes  or  her  ears,  but 
for  once  -she  fancied  that  the  tK.nor  in  the 
rector's  voice,  his  flushed  c  heek,  his  alc  oholic 
maimer,  were  signs  of  a  lover's  uneasiness. 
Inde*sl.  as  to  the  manner,  she  without  any 
hetoitat  ion  explained  it  as  arising  from  wine. 
It  was  still  e  arly  in  the  afternoon,  but  Mrs. 
Barbara  Temple  w  as  not  angry.  Teetotalism 
was  not  yet  fashionable,  and  the  little  woman 
remarked  to  herself:  "They  very  often  give 
themselves  a  fillip  in  that  way  before  coming 
to  the  point.  Pity  when  they  overdo  it — »nH 
yet  1  don't  know." 

The  rector  might  be  flustered,  but  Mre. 
jBarUira  Temple  was  calm  and  pleasant 
She  motioned  him  to  a  seqt—  not  upon  her 
own  sofa,  but  close  to  it;  and  then,  laying- 
down  her  novel,  she  turned  upon  him  with 
her  most  gracious  air. 

Automatically  tso  we  say  in  this  scientific 
age)  he  -at  down,  and,  still  to  continue  the 
scientific  style,  by  the  actions  of  the  law  of 
gravitation  his  hut,  gloves  and  cane,  which 
h**  let  go.  Went  their  different  ways  to  the 
flbo  He  did  not  notice  the  fall,  and  Mrs. 
Temple  I*- gun  inly  to  compute  how  many 
gkissea  he  must  have  taken. 

"1  hope  lie  has  not  gone  too  far,"  the  pru¬ 
dent  woman  said  to  herself;  and  her  hope 
grew  less  and  less  as  the  lector  regarded  her 
with  l.is  red,  confused  vi.-age.  saying  nothing 
for  quite  a  minute.  Then  he  s|M>ke: 

"Mrs.  Temple,"  he  said,  “I  this  morning  re¬ 
ceived  a  tremendous  lesson  in.  the  hollowness 
of  the  world!" 

Mrs.  Barbara  Temple  was  not  greatly 
skilled  in  metaphorical  language,  especially 
tin  pulp:t  sort;  but  as  she  knew  that  her  vis¬ 
itor  was  not  the  sort  of  person  to  make  re¬ 
searches  into  the  interior  of  the  physical 
glolie.  -die  had  no  great  difficulty  in  under¬ 
standing  that  he  spoke  of  the  human  kind 
under  this  universal  symbol. 

"Weil,  w  i."  she  said,  shaking  her  head, 
"that  very  o;t**n  happens.  The  best  thing  is 
to  be  pre>ia:c*l  for  it.  Don't  expect  too  much 
of  men  und  women,  and  you  will  learn  to  be 
good-humored  over  their  selfishness  and 
hypocrisy.  After  all.  are  we  much  better 
ourselves  r  At  any  rate,  le$  us  keep  our 
temper. " 

She  strokc-d  her  dress  at  these  words,  brush¬ 
ing  off  some  imaginary  dust,  and,  looking  up 
at  the  clergyman,  she  smiled. 

"That,”  lb  •  •  lergyman  said,  solemnly,  “is  a 
terribly  Ii  i\*il<ius  view  to  take  of  so  serious  a 
subject."  Then,  seeing  the  woman  of  the 
world  elevate  her  eyebrows  and  smile  more 
contemptuously  than  before,  he  added: 

“Rsjie* dally  when  the  fault  Ls  our  own.” 

He  looked  at  her  so  directly,  and  with  such 
auger,  that  she  was  quite  puzzled.  This 
could  not  be  the  opening  passage  of  an  offer 
of  marriage;  and  what  could  it  bet  Mrs. 
Temple,  however,  had  faces  and  manners  for 
all  complications. 

"Mr.  Rrent,”  she  said,  with  just  the  faint¬ 
est  sign  nf  distance  about  her,  such  as  could 
either  be  effaced  or  deepened  according  m 
the  occasion  required,  “I  am  afraid  yon  an 
talking  of  something  which  I  don’t  under¬ 
stand.  ’’ 

“Mrs.  Temple,”  cried  the  over-excited  little 
roan,  la>  be  !  up  by  his  feelings  so  that  he  fan¬ 
cied  himself  a  judge,  and  invested  with  a 
judged  rights,  "how  old  are  youT 

For  «nce  in  her  cool,  self-possessed  life  Mrs. 
Tempi- •  w  as  really  dum/ounded.  She  looked 
at  her  visitor,  but  found  no  word  to  utter, 
and  he.  with  an  air  of  the  n**t  preposterous 
indignation  and  triumph,  facts  1  her.  stinking 
his  head,  pursing  his  lips,  and  puffing  at  her 
in  the  roost  extraordinary  style.  At  last  she 
recovered. herself.  »be  was  sorry  to  think 
it;  but  the  rector  must  be  under  the  influence 
of  wine. 

“Mr.  Brent."  she  said.  “I  think  we  had  bet¬ 
ter  take  a  walk  in  the  garden."  She  hoped 
in  this  quiet  wav  to  lead  him  to  his  carriage. 

“No!"  cried  the  hot  little  fellow,  "we  shall 
not  take  a  walk  in  the  garden."  He  sneered 
horribly  as  he  repeated  her  words.  “You 
have  deceived  me,  Mns.  Temple,  shocking- 

iyr 

“Deceived  vou!"  she  cried,  now  with  decid¬ 
ed  sternness  in  her  voice.  “1  am  quite  be¬ 
wildered!" 

••Is— it _ not — true,"  continued  Mr.  Brent, 

beating  time  to  each  word,  as  if  he  were 
counting  in  a  music  lesson,  “that— you— jut 
— ed— a—  gen— tie— man — a— bout—tbe— time 
—  of  —  the  --  French— revolution  f  The  as¬ 
tounding  form  of  thLs  qu*-Htion,  and  possibly 
son*  fai  t  in  her  actual  life  which  it  brought 
to  sharp  meinorv,  caused  Mix.  Temple  to 
change  color.  But  she  was  really  too  amazed 
tc  make  any  anrwer,  Mr.  Brent  was  now  a 
kind  of  drawing  room  red  Indian,  and  in  the 
exact  fron  •  of  mi  ml  in  which  the**)  children 
of  uature  U-gin  to  feel  for  their  tomahawk. 
“And— did— vou— not—  lead—  me—  to—  be¬ 
lieve  -  flint  — y<  iu — ore — for  ty  five— and 
no— more'"  he  demanded,  still  hitting  hia  open 
jabn  as  he  emitted  each  monosyllable. 

Amidst  all  h*  r  amazement  Mrs.  Temple 
could  now  we  in  what  style  she  ought  to  treat 
the  man  n»  1  so.  rising  with  admirable  eonr 
posure.  she  inm>  as  if  she  would  at  the  next 
word  ring  tin*  bell 

"Mr  lirvnt,  '  - n“  said  severely,  and  she 

•uih I  no  i«,ore-  ***  '<**<*'  striking,  her 

diminutive  well-knit  figure  opposite  his,  whicfi 
was  in  a  funny  posture,  sugge-tive  enough  ol 
tipsy  rhetoric,  and  her  stern  still  face  looking 
into  his  flush'd  and  puffy  visage. 

“You  cannot  deny  it,”  he  went  on,  a  tru  - 
Ohi-stration  of  the  old  saying,  that  whom  the 
gods  Wish  to  destroy  they  fln«  make  mad- 
Ho  might  even  yet  have  saved  h.rasel  .  if  h  ' 
would  have  fairly  note!  her  aspect;  M 
he  l*eli**vid  she  tremble*!  before*  hun .  I  nde. 
Uiat  false  impression  I  was  actually 
have  married  you;  in  fact.  I  nngut  have >  mar 
rie.1  you,  ami  not  found  out  the  truth  till  all 

W  M^Ten.ple  had  by  this  time  begun  to  get 
an  inkling  of  the  whole  truth,  and  now,  like  the 
Z^ral  die  was,  she  prepared  to  cruto .the 
^  First  she  stretched  out  her  hand 


bnperiously.  and  signing  to  a  s 

Ch^it  down  there,"  she  said. 

is  his  taro,  but  quailing  already. 


b  a  mystery,  tor  he  never  lotted  at  the  chair, 
nor  liftad  hs*  eyes  from  her 
“When  yon  first  came  into  this  rna.’  to* 
mid,  in  more  imperious  loom  than  before,  “1 
thought  you  were  drank.  The  next  minute  I 
thought  you  were  mad.  It  took  a  htUe 
longer  to  show  me  that  you  are  neither,  but 
only  impertinent." 

The  little  man  gaaad  up  at  her  open  mouthed, 
like  a  dying  Ash.  All  the  strength  of  hi*  fury 
was  gone. 

“How  dare  yon  aak  me  my  ager  she  now 
demanded,  driving  the  qmetii m  into  him  bkf 
a  dagger  He,  realizing  for  the  first  tune  his 
own  absurdity,  made  no  answer 
“When  did  I  tell  you  1  was  forty-fiver  she 
asked,  changing  to  a  cold,  sar* -antic  tune 
“Tall  me.”  . 

$  “Well,"  be  stammered;  “I  d*m t*y xa*-tly 
know ;  hut  everybody  said  that  wa*  your  age. 
and— and  I" — he  acratebed  hu  bead  with  a 
pitiable  air— “I  supposed  you  must  have  U4d 
them." 

"Oh.  then  it  seems  it  was  not  I  that 
•aid  aor 

“Oh,  do;  it  was  not  you." 

He  made  this  admbwion  eagerly,  U>  show 
that  be  was  ready  to  be  <ivii.  She  went  on. 
growing  colder  as  be  grew  more  con  fund : 

“You  spoke  of  marrying  me ;  had  you  ever 
asked  mef" 

“No;  I  had  not.”  he  replied,  with  a  dismal 
expression  of  consternation  “But  I — I — I — 
fancied - ” 

“Yon  fancied  that  you  are  w>  engaging  that 
the  only  question  is  whether  you  ask  or  not 
The  lady's  reply  would  be  like  the  vote  of 
thanks  at  your  missionary  meetings — it  would 
go  by  acclamation. " 

He  hung  his  bead.  It  was  a  new  ex¬ 
perience  in  life  for  poor  Mr.  Brent  to  have  to 
■it  silently  by  while  the  demonstration  that 
be  was  an  ass  was  quietly  and  logically 
worked  out 

“Now,  Mr.  ^Brent,”  she  said,  calmly,  “lot 
me  enlighten  you.  You  are  an  amusing 
chatterer,  and  you  ha vea  position  in  this  place. 

I  did  not  object  to  know.you,  and  to  be  on 
easy  terms  with  you.  But  as  to  marrying 
you.  I  should  not  have  done  it — not  even  if 
you  had  knelt  at  my  feet  for  a  year.  Tou 
ore  not  agreeable  to  me.  I  don't  think  you 
would  be  agreeable  to  many  women.  You 
might  find  some  on?  who  would  marry  you 
for  your  money ;  I  tell  you  candidly  I  don't 
think  you  will  ever  meet  a  woman,  be  she 
twenty-five  or  forty-ttvq  or  seventy-five,  who 
would  marry  you  for  ybureelf.” 

“Mrs.  Temple,”  the  miserable  man  paid, 
now  thoroughly  abashed,  “I  feel  I  have  made 
a  great  blunder.  Had  I  not  better  bring  this 
visit  to  an  end?” 

"Not  unless  you  wish  it,”  she  answered. 
“We  can  change  the  subject,  that  will  be  suf¬ 
ficient." 

It  was  the  quintessence  of  contempt,  and  re¬ 
duced  him  to  the  station  of  a  buzzing  fly, 
which  need  not  be  killed  if  it  ceases  to  make 
itself  disagreeable. 

She  rang  the  bell,  and  until  the  servant  ap¬ 
peared  she  allowed  the  clergyman  to  enjoy 
his  situation  in  silence. 

“Send  the  young  ladies  here,”  she  said. 

Poor  little  Mr.  Brent  hung  his  head  low  in¬ 
deed,  as  the  girls  came  back.  Suppressed  fun 
and  curiosity  were  in  their  every  feature;  but 
schooled  in  self-possession  by  their  mother, 
they  were  careful  to  appear  as  far  as  possible 
unconcerned. 

"Girls,”  the  little  lady  said,  looking  upon 
them  with  eyes  of  fire,  “Mr.  Brent  has  been 
here  on  a  curious  mission.” 

He  looked  up  at  her,  appealing  for  mercy, 
and  she  returned  his  look  with  an  expi-ession 
which  he  believed  denoted  that  mercy  was 
out  of  the  question. 

"He  has  been  interested  about  an  old 
woman  in  this  parish  of  whom  he  heard  jtiuch 
that  was  favorable.  He  was  going  to  make 
her  a  parish  annuitant;  but,  fortunately,  be¬ 
fore  he  committed  himself  he  was  told  cer¬ 
tain  facts  about  her.  He  learned  that  she 
had  misconducted  herself  at  the  time  of — the 
French  revolution,  was  it  not,  Mr.  Brent?” 

He  couJu  not  answer.  He  looked  at  her, 
petrified  a#id  dumb. 

“Mr.  Brent  has  been  very  cautious,”  she 
went  on ;  “he  has  not  told  me  the  name  of 
this  old  woman.  I  don’t  really  think,  girls, 
her  history — or  the  business  Mr.  Brent  called 
about — concerns  you  at  alL  But  still  I 
thought  I  would  like  to  ask  you  if  you  have 
heard  of  any  old  woman  in  this  parish  who  is 
very  old,  and  tries  to  seem  very  young,  who 
misconducted  herself  during  the  French  rev¬ 
olution  r 

•Never  heard  of  her,”  the  wondering  girls 
called  out  ail  together.  “Don’t  you  know  her 
name?” 

“You  see.  girls,”  she  answered,  “Mr.  Brent 
b  so  very  discreet  that  he  never  makes  a 
blunder.  He  can  hear  everything  and  say 
nothing.  As  I  said,  it  does  not  concern  you, 
nor  me  either,  only  Mr.  Brent  thought  it  did. 
We  shall  not  speak  of  the  matter  again. 
A’oto,  Mr.  Brent,  shall  we  have  our  little 
walk  in  the  garden!” 

He  rose  with  them,  trying  to  find  a  word 
which  might  enable  him  to  play  the  part  she 
assigned  him ;  but  none  came.  Only  as  they 
descended  the  flight  of  steps  into  the  ground* 
he  managed  to  whisper  in  her  ear,  “Fou  are 
the  cleverest  woman  I  ever  knew.” 

She  turned  upon  him  with  a  look  full  of 
meaning. 

■My  good  man,”  she  whispered  back,  in 
accents  of  the  utmost  scorn,  “don’t  trouble 
V ourself  to  say  what  I  am.  Fou  are  a  great 

?»oir  _ 

HOOK  TWO. 

LADY  BEAUTY’S  SISTERS. 

CHAPTER  L 

TH*  PICTURX. 

[In  the  course  of  the  narrative  by  which 
my  old  friend  put  me  in  a  position  to  relate 
this  story,  I  more  than  once  ventured  to  re¬ 
mark  that  he  had  a  surprising  acquaintance 
with  a  number  of  facts  and  conversations 
which  might  be  supposed  to  be  beyond  the 
earshot  of  an  ordinary  friend.  He  smiled  in 
a  very  peculiar  way,  and  I  saw  a  faint  streak 
of  red  coming  out  upon  his  cheek.  Then, 
with  a  sigh,  he  answered  that  I  might  be 
satisfied  that  his  story  was  a  truthful  one. 
How  he  came  to  know  it  so  fully  I  need  not 
inquire.  The  sadnen  with  which  this  was 
said  set  me  thinking;  but  for  that  time  I 
understood  no  more.] 

Little  Mr.  Brent  returned  home  that  day 
heartily  and  thoroughly  ashamed  of  himself. 
His  bitterest  enemy  could  not  have  wished 
him  a  more  huinhhng  fall.  Being  a  great 
man  for  letter-writing,  and  firmly  impress'd 
with  the  fatal  belief  that  the  large  number  of 
human  complications  can  be  adjusted  by  cor¬ 
respondence,  he  sat  down  after  his  dinner  to 
write  an  explanation  and  apology  to  Mrs. 
Temple.  The  number  of  sheets  he  tore  up. 
the  enormous  variety  of  openings  which  he 
adopted  and  cast  aiyde  at  the  fifth  line,  the 
sheets  lieginning  “Dear  Madam,"  then  “My 
Dear  Madam,"  then  "Dear  Mre.  Temple," 
then  “My  Dear  Mrs.  Temple,”  falling  subse¬ 
quently  into  “Mr.  Brent  ventures  to  present 
his  respectful  compliments ;”  and  besides  thi*se 
the  “I  am  overwhelmed  with  confusion “It 
is,  I  assure  you,  with  the  most  poignant  sen¬ 
sations  of  sorrow “What  can  I  say!”  “What 
tan  I  urge  in  extenuation  of  my  behavior?” — 
so  many  of  these  were  begun,  cast  aside,  anti 
torn  up  very  small,  lest  any  one  should  find 
out  what  he  had  been  doing,  that  as  the 
night  wore  on  the  rector  gradually  began  to 
look  like  a  man  who  is  being  snowed  up. 
When,  at  twenty -five  minutes  past,  four  a.  m, 
after  utarly  nine  hours  of  uniutermitting 
head  work,  the  apology  was  finished,  there 
not  left  enough  clean  stationery  in  the 
house  for  a  washing  bill ;  but  in  place  of  it 
there  were  fragments  of  paper  lyfcg  on  the 
floor  sufficient  for  the  manufacture  of  six 
full-sized  paper  pillows.  With  aching  head, 
yet  a  little  consoled  withal,  the  rector  stum- 
bled  up  stairs  to  his  weary  pillow. 

If  he  used  a  thousand  sheets  for  his  letter  It 
may  be  safely  computed  that  one  thousand 
and  one  wax  all  It  hat  was  required  for  the  en¬ 
tire  corres}  oudfence.  Small  was  the  i»per 
and  few  the  lines  of  Mrs.  Barbara  Temple's 
answer. 

“Dear  Mr.  Brent" — thus  it  ran — “I  have 
received  your  letter  of  apology,  and  I  cannot 
say  that  it  is  at  all  more  than  the  occasion  re¬ 
quired.  At  the  same  time,  as  you  are  sensible 
of  the  impropriety  of  your  behavior,  I  hope 
rou  will  now  forget  it,  as  I  shall  One  stipu- 
i  attnn  only  I  maka_  The  sub j^ct  of  marriage 


intercourse  with  my  daughter*  and  myself. 

Truly  your*. 

“A  very  handsome  letter."  Mr. 


hutch  be  drove  over  to  the  house  with 
^ieodid  prawnt  of  fruit  and  flowers,  and  I 
lug  received  in  the  usual  frimdly  way  I 
mother  and  daughters,  and  his  character  t 
tng  a  slight  on*,  not  permanently  impras 
We.  he  half  forget  the  misery  of  hia  exit  fro 
the  pUre  yesterday  Only  when  he  Hi 
spoke  to  Mrv  Temple  there  waa  a  trepidate 
in  bis  von*  and  manner ;  but  As  was  so  o 
wrath  determined  to  keep  her  promise  th 
be  gradually  grew  cumpoesd.  Once  only  1 


student,  was  reading  history,  and  with  that 
slight  affectation  of  intellectual  pursuits,  from 
which  not  even  her  mother’s  lectures  could 
guard  her,  she  tried  to  call  the  rector's  atten¬ 
tion  to  her  lofty  employment.  The  question 
she  asked  him  wax  an  unfortunate  one.  She 
was  an  ardent  Liberal,  and  inquired,  in  a 
pause  iu  the  conversation,  if  ha  did  not  think 
that  greet  goal  had  arisen  from  the  French 
revolution.  The  rector  was  so  confounded  by 
this  inappneite  interrogation  that  he  nearly 
tumbled  <  >ff  his  chair. 

The  next  day  hia  thoughts  were  driven  into 
another  <  hanneL  At  breakfast  he  got  a  letter 
from  his  w»i  announcing  his  arrival  in  Loo- 
don,  and  saying  that  he  would  be  in  Kettle- 
well  at  half  past  four  that  afternoon.  Amidst 
the  vexation  of  the  last  two  days,  this  was  a 
prosjiect  full  of  relief,  and  the  young  fellow 
was  received  with  more  than  a  paternal  wel¬ 
come.  Before  dinner  was  over,  between  the 
influence  of  (neat  and  wine  and  the  society  of 
his  son.  all  acting  on  a  trivial  nature,  easily 
moved,  the  rector  was  quite  comforted.  Now 
he  could  liave  faced  Mrs.  Barbara  Temple 
with  a  jest  and  a  look  of  pleasantry.  At  least, 
so  he  fancied. 

Brent  junior  was  a  good-looking  young  fel¬ 
low  of.  three  and  twenty,  with  a  frank,  sim¬ 
ple  manner  well  suited  to  his  years.  Men 
tally  he  was  much  superior  to  his  father,  and 
every  sentence  showed  it;  but  he  behaved 
with  a  filial  deference  which  was  pleasant  to 
see.  All  through  the  dinner  there  was  a 
touch  of  preoccupation  and  even  saduess 
about  him.  and  upon  this  his  father  remarked 
as  soon  as  they  were  alone. 

“I  hope  you  have  not  left  any  one  behind?” 
the  father  asked  humorously. 

“No,"  the  son  answered,  with  a  blush,  and  a 
laugh.  "You  don't  think  me  quite  a  simple¬ 
ton  in  this  matter,  do  you?” 

“Well,  Percy,  you  are  young,"  the  sage 
father  replied.  “At  my  time  of  life  if  a  man 
fell  in  love  with  a  picture,  I  think  he  would 
be  a  bit  of  an  ass.  But  then  I  am  forty-nine. 
I  have  age  and  experience,  and  knowledge  of 
the  world.  ” 

"You  are  very  kind  to  take  it  in  that  way,” 
the  son  answered.  “I  really  don’t  want  to  be 
laughed  at  ” 

“Is  this  w  onderful  picture  in  your  posses¬ 
sion?”  Brent  senior  inquired  next 

“Yes,”  the  young  fellow  answered  eagerly; 
and  he  was  darting  up  stairs  to  fetch  it 
Pausing  on  his  way,  he  said:  "I  had  better 
tell  you  the  story  of  it  first” 

He  made  no  liad  picture  himself,  leaning 
carelessly  against  the  sideboard,  his  face  and 
eyes  kindling  as  he  spoke  with  the  delight  of 
the  subject.  I.ittle  Mr.  Brent  regarded  him 
with  no  small  pride;  and  the  young  fellow, 
with  a  light  bashfulness  which  made  the 
little  narrative  the  more  interesting,  told  his 
story. 

met  an  artist  out  there,  and  he  and  I  be- 
&ahie  great  friends.  He  fell  ill,  and  I  nursed 

him,  and  when  he  was  getting  better,  on* 
iav,  to  -pass  the  time,  he  asked  me  to  look 
jvfcr  his  portfolio.  There  was  a  great  deal  in 
It  tor  which  I  cared  nothing;  but  just  at  the 
he  drew  out  a  little  sketch  of  a  girl— 
heiiil  and  shoulders — with  a  border  of  simple 
wnite  dress,  and,  as  I  thought,  the  loveliest 
face  I  ever  saw.  I  was  quite  dumb  as  I 
Ipoked  at  it,  and  there  and  then,  father,  I 
fj11  in  love;  and  I  declare  to  yofi  i  felt  that 
even  if  this  woman*  were  only  a  painter’s 
ideal,  still,  so  had  she  captivated  me,  that  I 
could  never  give  my  ’heart  to  any  living 
woman.  The  memory  of  this  picture  would 
possess  me,  and  would  hang,  as  it  were, 
above  the  living  face,  and  rebuke  its  imper¬ 
fections.  You  are  not  laughing?” 

“1  am  forty -nine,  Percy,"  the  father  said, 
ith  the  calmness  of  wisdom.  “You  are 
twenty -fom.” 

Well,  1  shall  not  trouble  you  with  a  long 
story,”  the  ybung  fellow  continued.  “Luckily 
for  m*'.  my  friend  was  lying  on  a  couch,  and 
diil  not  perceive  my'  agitation,  or  he  might 
have  laughed  me  out  of  the  dream.  I  found 
the  sketch  represented  a  real  living  girl — a 
real  living  girl,  father! — unmarried,  English, 
and,  best  of  all,  living  not  far  from ,  here.  I 
asked  for  the  picture,  which  he  gave  me 
readily.  Curiously  enough,  he  did  not  seem 
to  see  in  it  the  superlative  beauty  which  I 
saw.  Oh,  how  I  hung  over  that  picture!  How 
I  idolized  it!  It  was  near  me  night  and  day, 
and  at  every  glance  my  love  for  the  original 
increased.  Father,  that  is  the  woman  I  shall 
tnarrv,  if  I  ever  marry  at  alll” 

“You  must  see  what  her  character  is, 
Percy,”  the  father  said.  “And  we  must  make 
a  few  inquiries  about  family — and  property.” 

“Her  origin  must  be  refined  I”  the  lover 
cried.  “Her  character  could  be  nothing  but 
the  noblest!  As  for  property — property! — 
give  me  that  girl,  and  I  shall  work  hard 
enough  to  earn  a  world !” 

So  saying,  he  ran  up  stairs,  and  in  a  mo¬ 
ment  returned,  bearing  th,e  precious  picture 
wrapix-d  up  in  folds  of  silver  paper.  With 
trembling  haste,  but  with  more  than  womanly 
care,  he  put  bac  k  one  smooth  sheet  after  an¬ 
other  until  the  cardboard  lay  on  tho  table 
face  ’down ;  then,  drawing  a  long  breath,  he 
turned  the  picture  up  before  his  father. 

“There,”  he  murmured,  “let  her  plead  her 
own  cause.” 

At  the  same  instant  his  father  uttered  an 
exclamation  of  surprise. 

“Why,  Percy, ”*he  said,  “this  girl  is  a  friend 
of  mine.” 

“A  friend !”  the  lover  cried  rapturously. 

“An  old  friend,"  the  rector  answered. 
“Her  mother  is— ahem! — an  old  friend  of 
mine — a  very  old  friend,  I  may  say.  We  are 
quite  on  intimate  terms.  The  name  of  this 
young  lady  is  Miss  Sophia  Temple  I” 


CHAPTER  IL 

FAC*  TO  FACR.  . 

And  so  it  was.  ’  Young  Brent  had  fallen  in 
love  with  the  daughter  of  the  woman  who 
had  just  rejected  his  father  so  angrily.  Mr. 
Brent  thought  at  first  that  this  alone  would 
make  an  end  of  the  thing;  Mrs.  Barbara 
Temple  would  not  give  her  consent,  so  rea¬ 
soned  this  parson,  who  knew  the  world  so 
well  He  kept  silence  on  the  point,  however, 
an*l  soon  his  son’s  ardor,  carrying  everything 
liefore  it,  made  his  small  doubts  and  scruples 
of  no  *  fleet  at  all. 

“This  picture  is  good — very  good,”  the 
father  said,  gazing  at  it,  “but  I  must  tell  you 
that  it  does  not  do  the  girl  justice.  Where  it 
fails  I  cannot  say;  indeed,  I  can  scarcely  say 
what  it  is  that  makes  Bophia  Temple  so  hand¬ 
some.  "  I 

Of  course  the  son  listened  to  ali  this  with 
greedy  car;;  and  the  conversation  turned  into 
n  discussion  of-  the  prospects  of  the  affair 
which  for  the  present  the  father  would  not 
admit  to  be  hopeful,  still  remembering  his 
own  late  repulse.  When,  however,  young 
Brent  ascertained  that  his  father  was  on 
visiting  twins  with  the  family  he  would  hear 
no  more  of  doubt  or  difficulty.  With  such 
on  opening  the  fault  must  be  his  if  he  did  not 
uake  the  girl  bix  own. 

“You  are  sure  she  is  not  engaged  t"  he 
asked. 

•  Oh,  yes,  quite  sure,”  the  rector  answered. 
‘None  of  the  girls  are  engaged;  indeed,  the 
only  one  of  the  family  who  has  been  talked 
about  in  that  respect  is  the - ” 

Mr.  Brent  [Stopped,  and  turned  as  red  as  a 
turkey  cock.’  He  never  did  guard  his  lips 
well,  and  this  disclosure  <  rune ,  out  before  he 
remembered  how  awkward  the  subject  might 
lie.  So  he  repeated  the  sentence  stammer¬ 
ingly. 

“The  only  one  of  the  family  that  was  talked 
about  in  that  respect  was - ” 

“You  i.on’t  J*  nu  her  mother,”  (Tied  the 
young  fellow,  fie  was  quite  interested  in  his 
beauty's  mother,  and  was  ready  to  be  inter¬ 
ested  in  her  grandmother  if  necessary.  «  ^ 

“Yes,  the  mother  was  talked  about,”  w 
wW  wirt  dill  red  With  self -conscious*  v 


bat  tfarre  wa»  nothing  in  It,  _ 

“L  the  nxitar  hamtarawr  aknl  our  lover, 
»|ta  hefly 

-IWttkdiy  hnod-mr-.  the  father  repiml 
"About  what  age?" 

"Her  agv.  INwry^'  the  rector  repliod.  gloom¬ 
ily.  ~ha»  not  bans  aw  la  i  in  I  " 

Y.ong  Kent  was  a  man  *4  ar-wotiftc  l«Sa 
sad  it  «a»  to 
to  great  *  ip 
hh  audiea 
temptiblr  a 
favorite.  '  an 


devote  bk 


Rwn*.  he  ktradfaetly  (ureued 
which  he  wm»  nu*  no  coo 
i<  Ttty  Geology  m  hi* 
hi-  rmulved 

tWrrgwe  to  that  srtntoe.  for  _ 

ntd-fa-dii*  *urd  sthugfa  to  fotirre  tR»t  birth 
b)  gued  fortaix-  impwtti  obligations  an 
the  inheritor.  J  Young  Brent  rmolved  to 
utake  hi»  mark  In  the  wtwfaL  Like  all  vuung 
enthusiast*,  he  must  be  for  ever  talking  owe 
hi*  subject*,  and  ta-  would  try  to  uitcrert  tus 
f«tb**r  IU  c>s*l<^y .  l*ut  Brent  armor  had  no 
part*  tic*-  with  th*'  insatiable  demand-  of  ih»i 
acicure  f<>r  lung  “In  the  name  of  pxxinma,* 
he  would  say,  “is  not  six  thousand  v ears 
enough  for  ><«f  Just  think  what  could  ha 
don**  ill  MX  th.  jfcauid  years!  Up  to  that  time 
you  can  do  as  y«*u  please,  but  1  do  object  to 
fqpr  u|  N't  ting  everything  on  the  plea  of 
wanting  time  m  account  for  a  dead  fish  be¬ 
ing  found  in  <*ar  of  your  strata.  Is  it  any 
great  uiatt*i  h©w  if  came  there,  or  when?  To 
1**  upsetting  Bi-hop  Usher  simply  Ixxause 
Kuuelxidy  has  found  a  few  bout*  in  a  rock 
wb*  re  be  di<i  nBt  expect  it.  seems  to  me  the 
Wort  m< >tL-tr< <ua  thing  1  ever  heard  of.” 

For  all  that. When  the  easy-humored  rec¬ 
tor  heard  his  son  praised  in  company  for  his 
acieiititt*  attaignieiitjs  he  was  not  ill  pleased; 
and  contrasting  his  earnest  and  energetic 
youth  with  the  ldleiieas  and  frivolity  of  other 
young  fellows  h  the  town,  be  was  willing  to 
•xcuae  the  mild  skepticism  which  * -oaten  ted 
itself  with  requiring  a  little  chronological 
elasticity  front  Bishop  Usher.  Indeed,  the 
tyctor  might  fgirly  tie  proud  of  his  son ;  in¬ 
tellectual  ardor  is  seldom  exclusive,  and  the 
young  man's  lore  of  science  gave  him  sym¬ 
pathy  with  much  beside  which  was  not  di¬ 
rectly  scientific.  He  took  an  interest  in 
politics,  but  with  Radical  symptoms,  which 
his  father  pmgeed  upon  with  vigil&noe  and 
great  beat,  ending  the  dispute  generally  with  a 
laugh,  and  the  bo,  ie  that  things  would  last  his 
time.  Besides  Jthis  young  Brent  was  a  good 
musician,  and  got  without  literary  tastes,  for 
he  dabbled  iu  poetry.  But  partly  through 
itudious  shynep,  and  more  f  rom  a  certain 
physical  awkwardness,  ha  was  not  altogether 
a  drawing  room  man.  He  had  too  great 
respect  for  women  to  be  altogether  a  favorite 
with  them;  1  of, these  exalted  beings,  knowing 
their  celestial  (jbalities,  cannot  see  why  they 
dioulti  l»e  apAoached  with  downcast  eye* 
or  addressed  with  faltering  lips.  So  young 
Brent  was  not  •  lady’s  man,  no-  a  company 
man,  although  there  were  stories  of  at  .least 
two  pretty  girts  having  been  in  love  with 
him;  and  as  to  rompary,  whenever  the  talk 
grew  serious,  flrent,  as  by  natural  right, 
be^an  to  speak  freely,  and  spoke  often  with 
threat  success,  t 

It  was  impomible  to  withstand  the  lover’s 
entreaties,  anti  so  little  Mr.  Brent,  divided 
between  uneasiness  and  satisfaction,  fearing 
a  repulse,  and  yet  not  without  hojie  of  now 
wholly  regaining  his  footing  in  the  widow's 
lively  house,  r  introduced  his  son  to  the 
adies.  All  four  were  in  the  drawing  room 
when  the  gentlemen  were  announced,  and 
young  Brent  was  sufficiently  master  of 
himself  not  to  betray  any  preference  for 
one  daughter  .  before  another.  Indeed,  he 
rather  avoided  Sophia,  talked  more  and  more 
freely  with  Caroline  and  Sibyl;  and  so  few 
and  shy  were  the  glances  he  cast  at  her  he 
worshiped,  that  four  pair  of  female  eyes  did 
dot,  in  a  quarter  of  an  hour,  detect  him  as 
lover.  Caroline  rather  liked  his  conversa¬ 
tion,  which  waa  a  trifle  bookish;  but  Sibyl 
pronounced  him  awkward  and  bashful. 
Sophia  said  nothing,  from  which  one  might 
have  fancied  that  she  thought  the  more;  but 
it  is  certain  that,  as  yet,  she  had  not  recog¬ 
nized  a  lover. 

Young  Brent  left  the  house  enchanted.  He 
was  ready  to  say,  like  the  dazzled  queen  of 
the  East,  that  tbe  half  had  not  been  told  him. 
Sophia  Tempi#  did,  indeed,  look  very  lovely 
that  morning,  and  as  her  face  was  in  a  most 
particular  sen*  a  face  of  expression,  no  por¬ 
trait  could  do  her  justice.  The  young  lover 
flew  off  in  an  ecstasy  of  praise.  Was  ever  a 
true  picture  of  Womanhood  seen  before?  Was 
not  Sophia  the  living  presentation  of  that 
image  of  sense  and  sensibility  which  hovers 
around  every  fnan’s  fancy,  as  the  likeness  of 
the  true  woman,  but  which  seldom  takes  form 
and  feature — once  or  twice  in  a  generation 
perhaps?  I  pardon  the  lad's  raptures.  And 
’  in  her  face  that  afternoon  tje're  was  a  delight¬ 
ful  harmony  of  expression,  sweetness  and 
seriousness,  animation  with  a  suspicion  of 
humor,  and  a  sort  of  tender  sadness  predomi¬ 
nating  over  all  the  rest.  Is  not  the  highest 
beauty  always  touched  with  sadness? 

The  worthy  mother,  who  never  lost  a 
chance  of  inatructing  her  daughters,  and 
eliciting  their  opinions  for  correction,  asked 
them  what  they  thought  of  their  new  ac¬ 
quaintance. 

“Dull,"  replied  Sibyl,  finishing  him  off 
with  one  word,  imperially  delivered. 

“What  do  you  say,  Caroline?" 

“Oh,  not  dull,  certainly,"  answers  Mia 
Bookworm;  “we  talked  about  astronomy.” 

“Don't  mistake  the  drawing  room  for  tha 
library,  Car,”  remarked  her  mother  briskly. 
“Learned  talk  is  very  affected.  Be  as  well 
educated  as  you  please,  but  don’t  seem  so. 
Now,  Sophia,  What  did  you  think  of  young 
Mr.  Brent?" 

“I  had  hardly  formed  an  opinion,  mamma." 

“You  should  have  done  so,  *  Sophia. 
Never  be  listless.  And  now,  girls,  shall  I 
tell  you  my  opinion?” 

“Do,  mamma !”  the  three  exclaimed.  For 
mamma  was  always  racy  and  pungent  and 
instructive,  especially  in  her  professorial 


“He  is  a  little  sheepish,  and  he  wants  not 
only  confidence,  but  manner  as  well.  A  few 
remarks  from  some  observing  lady  friend, 
such  as — •"  ] 

“Yourself,  mamma !”  Car  cried. 

“Well,  dear,  let  us  say  myself,  then.  It 
would  do  him  a  world  of  good.  He  is  a  dil¬ 
igent  young  fallow,  and  would  soon  improve 
if  he  could  be  got  to  give  his  mind  to  it. 
Those  quiet,  retiring  young  men  have  often  a 
great  deal  in  them,  and  remember,  girls,  that 
if  they  do  not  shine  at  the  times  or  in  the 
ways  in  whiail  ordinary  men  of  the  world 
do,  still  they  are  sometimes  brilliant  and 
effective  where  men  of  mere  manner  and 
accomplishments  quite  fail  Don’t  be  preju¬ 
diced,  even  j>y  sheepishness,  Sibyl;  all 
is  not  homelinass  that  seems  so.  And  Caro¬ 
line,  my  love,  do  give  np  that  bad  habit  of 
trying  to  talk  what  you  cali  sense;  you  have 
plenty  of  attractions  without  that.  And, 
Sophia,  when  shall  I  teach  you  not  to  be  so 
listless;  appear  so  if  you  please,  for  I  admit 
it  gives  you  a  charming  look  at  times;  but 
•till,  have  your  wits  about  you.  I  assure 
you,  dear,  at  four  age,  if  a  young  fellow  had 
been  ten  minutes  in  the  room  1  could  have 
told  you  everything  about  him,  down  to  the 
color  of  his  eyelashes,  and  no  one  ever  called 
me  a  starer.  It  was  observation,  dear,  noth¬ 
ing  more.  Now  do  observe.  Girls,”  she  said 
in  conclusion,  with  an  air  of  earnest  appeal, 
“when  shall  I  make  you  women  of  the  world!" 

Vigilant,  e®ergetic,  good-humored,  there 
she  stood  with  her  delicate  daughters  around 
her,  training  for  society  and  conquest  and 
applause  with  as  much  patience  and  enthu¬ 
siasm  as  thottgh  she  had  been  a  religious 
superior  making  spiritual  pupils  ready  for  an 
eternal  state.  But  shrewd  little  Mrs.  Tempk 
well  knew  holf  fleeting  her  world  was. 

“What  a  pity  it  lasts  so  short  a  time!”  she 
would  often  say.  “But  that  is  not  our  doing. 
Let  us  make  the  most  of  it  while  we  can.  ” 


Undertaking  an  Interesting  Experiment. 

The  Italiag  minister  of  agriculture  has 
just  undertaken  an  interesting  experi¬ 
ment.  Half  a  million  of  fish-eggs  were 
artificially  hatched,  and  the  young  brood 
has  been  distributed  all  over  the  center 
of  the  lake  qf  Como.  If  the  experiment 
succeeds  fairly  well,  it  will  be  taken  up 
on  a  large  scale,  and  the  department  will 
undertake  tbe  restocking  of  the  Italian 
waters.  Efforts  will  be  made  immedi¬ 
ately  to  reviye  and  extend  the  rearing  of 


In  the  gi*«d  *4d  atmiuhnat  d«i  k, 

U*e  war.  we  lined  ->inetiui««  to 
twenty  or  twenty-five  emigrants  at  a 
tnp.  We  used  to  bring  a  great  many 
German.**  up  from  New  Orleans  in 
steerage.  Thep  couldn't  speak  English, 
and  apparently  cuuldT  understand, 
remember  once  we  had  aUiut  100  on 
board  on  the  up-trip,  and  every  day  we’d 
ere  a  commotion  among  tin 
them  shouting  and  wrvaraing,  and  point¬ 
ing  to  the  river,  indicating  that  some  una 
had  prae  over.  We  didn't  pay  much  at¬ 
tention  to  the  matter  at  first,  as  w* 
thought  they  w  .-re  committing  suicide. 

One  day  1  saw-  a  great  lag  German, 
weighing  fully  ‘Ah>  pound*,  walk  to  tho 
boat's  edge  »\  ah  a  bu<  Let  attached  to  a 
k>ng  rope.  1  rtui  up  and  jfraltiU'd  hun 
aud  showed  lnui  how  to  throw 
bucket  to  catch  the  water,  that  is  throw 
it  ahead  and  let  it  till  as  it  oatne  down 
the  stream  und  then  draw-  it  up.  He  took 
tiie  bucket,  tossed  it  straglit  from  him, 
and  it  scarcely  struck  the  water  when 
was  jerked  <»verU*ard  after  it  and  was 
drowned.  That  showed  us  tha  secret  of 
so  many  drown iftg*  we  had  had.  Every 
time  a  German  threw  a  bucket  he 
pitched  it  straight  out.  and  tlu*  current 
catching  it  dragged  hun  after  it.  We  put 
a  wat<  h  on  the  foreign  {  passengers  after 
that. — Steauilnxitman  in  Globe- Demo¬ 
crat. 


The  Uranri  Plasa  of  xfexteo. 

This  is  certainly  the  most  historic  i  _ 

In  America.  (Quebec,  with  the  blood  of 
Montcalm  and  Wolfe  and  Montgomery 
iuid  Arnold  on  her  storied  stones,  appeals 
to  us  strangely.  But  here  on  this  spot 
$tood  the  temple  to  the  sun,  on  whose 
summit  Cortez  saw.  from  the  deck  of  his 
brigantine,  sixty  of  his  valiant  soldiers 
sacrificed  to  the  great  stone  idol,  now  in 
yonder  museum.  Here  he  imprisoned 
Montezuma;  here  he  found  the  sealed-up 
chamber,  with  its  heafis  and  heaps  of 
gold  aud  precious  stones.  Hero  he  slew 
the  600  Aztec  nobles;  here,  and  here¬ 
abouts,  he  and  his  Spanish  soldiers  slew 
tnoro  than  200,000  of  these  helpless  and 
fiocile  little  brown  Aztecs!  And  here, 
after  he  had  destroyed  the  old  city  en¬ 
tirely  and  built  a  new  one  and  died,  was 
found,  a  century  after,  the  marvelota 
^calendar  stone,"  the  Aztec  almanac. 
j!knd  here  was  found  the  “sacrifice  stone" 
that  surmounted  the  temple  to  the  sun. 

When  you  read  in  the  guide  books 
that  this  stone  weighs  twenty-five  tons, 
knd  when  you‘  see  that  the  calendar 
•tone,  with  its  thousands  of  wonderful 
figures,  is  nearly  ten  feet  across,  then, 
|md  then  only,  are  you  ready  to  read 
Prescott.  And  you  are  ready,  too,  to  be¬ 
lieve  all  that  lie  luis  to  tell  you  of  the 
terrible  scenes  that  liave  taken  place  on 
fliis  Grand  plaza. — Joaquin  Miller. 

A  Description  of  Mine.  RacheL 

Mnu*.  Rachel  created  a  decided  sensa¬ 
tion  at  Washington,  where  her  audience 
did  not  need  printed  translations,  and 
flould  applaud  or  weep  in  the  right  places. 
She  had  aged  much  since  I  used  to  visit 
her  at  her  country  .seat  at  Marly,  near 
Paris,  but  her  histrionic  talents  were  in 
no  way  diminislu*d.  Pale,  with  jet  black 
hair,  a  small  regular  nose,  a  mouth 
mobile  enough,  but  rather  sweet  in  its 
expression  and  tender  in  its  lines  for  the 
heroine  of  tragedy,  and  a  largo  forehead, 
quite  protruding  itself  over  the  straight 
black  brows  that  shadowed  her  wondrous 
eyes,  she  was  the  very  embodiment  of 
feminine  intellect.  Her  figure  Was  slight, 
and  her  mental  entirely  dominated  her 
vital  system;  but  her  limb^,  with  all 
their  delicacy,  had  a  firm  look,  and  she 
Was  rather  lithe  than  fragile.  The  fall  of 
her  drapery  would  have  inade  any 
feculptor  despair  did  he  not  peq  that  itself 
was  but  the  reproduction'  on  tissue  of 
lines  into  which  the  Grecian  sculptors 
wrought  their  marble. — Ben;  Perley 
Poore. 


Improvement*  Made  in  American  Cooking. 

American  cooking  improves  every 
•year,  and  in  the  principal  cities  is  often 
of  the  best.  New  York  equals  Paris  in 
the  culinary  art;  as  fine  breakfasts,  din¬ 
ners  and  suppers  may  be  had  here  aa 
there,  though  the  places  serving  theqi  are 
much  fewer  and  dearer.  The  same  ie 
true  of  Boston,  Philadelphia,  Baltimore, 
and  New  Orleans.  Even  in  the  far  west 
a  steady  amelioration  of  the  table  is  ob¬ 
servable.  The  days  of  bacon,  hominy, 
combread  and  coffee,  without  savor  or 
or  variation,  are  passing,  and  will  soon 
be  passed. 

The  English  talk  much  of  our  poor 
cookery — they  unconsciously  refer  to  a 
period  forty  years  ago — although  it  is 
much  superior  to  their  own.  Exclude 
mutton  chops,  sole,  whitebait,  and  a  few 
other  national  dishes,  and  their  kitchen, 
unless  it  be  French,  is  quite  inferior.  Not 
a  few  of  the  vaunted  dishes,  like  plum 
pudding,  meat  pies  and  gooseberry  tarts, 
are  hardly  palatable,  and  complete  mon¬ 
sters  of  indigestion. — Chicago  Herald. 


BUY 

STOUTS’  FULTON  COAL. 

It  ie  tbe  HARDEST  and  Best  {pre¬ 
pared  LEHIGH  COAL  in  tbe  mar 
fcet. 

FOB  SALK  ONLY  BY 

CHAS.  MURRAY, 

Yard  foot  of  Fremont  Street, 

At  canal. 

Orders  by  mail  promptly  attended  to. 
Well  screened  and  delivered  in  good  order 
nt  the  lowest  market  prices. 
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THE  MUTUAL  BENEFIT 
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Foreign  Exchange. 

R.  DENNIS  4  CO, 

BJEMOVZD  TO 

774  Broad  SL,  Newark,  H 1 
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England,  Ireland,  Scotland,  thi 
Continent  of  Europe. 
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PASSAGE  TICKETS, 


OUHABD,  WHITE  STAR,  INMAN,  OUION,  AN¬ 
CHOR,  NATIONAL,  STAIN,  NORTH 

QBRMAN  LLOYD,  BED  STAN, 

And  eD  Beffl 


J.  W.  BALDWIN  &  BROS., 

Upper  Broad  St. 

Best  Quality  Lehigh  Coal, 

SAWED  AND  SPLIT  WOOD, 

Drygoods,  Groceries,  Feed,  Grain,  Etc. 

Goods  Delivered  Promptly. 

JUST  OPENED, 

New  Stocks  of 

Crockery,  Oilcloths,  Horse  Blankets, 

LADIES,  GENTS’  AND  BOYS’ 

MERINO  UNDERWEAR, 

RUBBER  BOOTS  &  SHOES,  Etc. 


C.  PARKER, 

PHOTOGRAPHER 

695  Broad  Street, 

■KWABK.M.  j. 


JOHN  G.  KEYLEB, 

5ENEBAL  FURNISHING 

UNDERTAKER. 


EVERYTHING  PERTAINING  TO  THI 
BUSINESS  FURNI8HF.D. 


THE 


BLOOMFIELD,  N.  J. 

It  the  “CENTRE, "  Three  Hitts'  Walk  from  ■.  4  E.  Depot 


The  only  Hotel  in  town  where  first- 
class  Accommodations  and  Meals  at. 
all  hours  can  be  had. 

Fine  Wines  and  Liquors,  Imported 
and  Domestic  Cigars  from  E.  C.  Haz¬ 
ard  &  Co.,  New  York.  * 


Special  attention  given  to  Transient  Guests. 

W.  R.  COURTER, 


